l6o                LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

delier which arrived broken yesterday. I am
like a stranger here and do not know what
to do with my time. It would be different
if you were here.

CLXXXIII.

PARIS, Sunday night, November 15, 1858.
I AM going to Compiegne to-morrow for
four days. Sandeau came to see me this
morning in all the excitement of a man who
has put on knickerbockers for the first time.
He propounded a hundred questions so na'fve
as to alarm me.

CLXXXIV.

PALACE OF CoMPifeGNE,
Sunday, November 21, 1858.
MOST of the invited guests left yesterday
and there remained thirty or forty at table.
We took a long walk in the woods.    If it
were not for the cold the forest would be
as beautiful as at the beginning of the fall.
To-day a new cargo of illustrious guests is
expected.    All the Ministers; then Russiansy me; I bought in Venice a chan-d in a pretty villa by the
